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dew _ y stars a bless _ ing shines My An_ Hies eyes to greet. 



From 




Annie Carrol 
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Yet who shall dare to break the strain 
That angels round thee play , 

When slumber calls her dreamy train 
To charm the night away 1 
TV bo call thee back from that bright home, 
The pure soul’s golden dream ? 

Nay, wake not love ; mid seraphs roam, 
Till daybreak’s purple gleam . 


Annif Carrol . 
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